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A Love Letter To 
Almighty God 


By Eddie Doherty 











Dear God, Beginning and End 
of human love, and Source of all 
that lives and dies, some friends 
maintain I write too frequently 
of death. Do I expect to leave them 
soon, they wonder? Am I heroic- 
ally and secretly enduring some 
romantic malady, like mumps or 
measles, or maybe meningitis; 
have I some mystic warning of 
danger lurking for me down the 
road; or am I just obsessed with 
thoughts of my approaching end, 
now that I have passed seventy, 
the age of reason? 

How can I make them under- 
stand that life is death, and death 
is life, that there really is no 
death for those who love the Lord, 
and that neither life nor death 
need be tragic, unnatural, cruel, 
or ugly? How can I make them 
see that You intended death to 
be Your finest gift to us, Your 
greatest blessing, the supreme 
proof of Your love? 

Our Sister Autumn 

Perhaps if I tried to describe 
the death of Autumn, here in 
Your woods in Combermere—but 
the woman who sometimes walks 
with me through these woods and 
hills insists that Autumn is not 
dead but only sleeping! 

“Autumn is a tidy housewife”, 
she says. “She is the valiant wo- 
man. She has stored the sum- 
mer’s vegetables and grains. She 
has salted her beef: and filled her 
barrels with delicious sauerkraut. 
She has stripped the trees so 
they will be ready for leaf-bear- 
ing in the Spring. She has spread 
the leaves, like a multi-covered 
blanket, over all the earth, to pro- 
ject the wild flowers and the ber- 
ries and the seedlings. She has 
made all her realm secure, prepar- 
ing for the ruthless reign of win- 
ter. And nothing is dead. It mere- 
ly slumbers.” 

Be that as it may. The leaves 
at least, are dead; in spite of the 
fact. that they make a sad and 
sibilant sound as a man walks 
through them. The same sound 
is made by the little waves that 
come, exhausted from their so- 
journ in the sea, and throw them- 
selves upon a ip beach to 
relax and to gather strength be- 
fore they return to the deeps. 

It was an enchanted and en- 


chanting Autumn, Lord. I revelled 
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in its beauty, filling myself with 
such great quantites of Your 
splendor I had no room for breath. 
I wrote You wordless letters about 
the things I saw — lines I must 
now write, that Your friends may 
understand. Lines like these, for 
instance. 


And Our Sister Sky 


“The dappled sky . . drew a 
gray silk fascinator akout her 
neck and shoulders . . . the sky 


had generously lathered herself 
as she did the washing, and had 
hung her white and gray things 
out to dry in the wind and sun.. 





the sky wore a quilted white ki-|‘‘Set me fine Spanish tables in the|Hebrews: “God, Who at sundry 


mono. . the sky waved to me with 
a thousand frilly handkerchiefs.” 
I wrote You, in the same mute} 


way, about the priceless green | And order taken that there want/these days has spoken to us by | 
His Son, whom he appointed heir | 


velvet on a mossy log, the metal-| 
lic glint in a blue jay’s wing, the 
way the Madawaska mocked the 
colors all around it and above. it, 
and the way the pine trees all had 
changed their needles. I wrote 
You about the falling leaves, try- 
ing to be funny. 

. Winter was electioneering too, 
like those young men in the 
United States, and every falling 
leaf was an election pamphlet or 
sticker. ‘““Vote for Long Hard John 
Winter! Honest John promises 
not just a new deal but a whole 
new year! Shorter days! Longer 
nights! More leisure for the farm- 
er! More work for the snow-shoy- 
eler! Put on your old Long Johns! 
Vote for Long John Winter and 
snow Miss Autumn under!” 

Our Brother Wind 

I wrote You about the fussy 
wind that kept grumbling all the 
time he swept the silly leaflets off 
the road. I have seen better street 
sweepers. This one didn’t force the 
rubbish under the carpet of pine 
needles that bordered the roads. 
He swept them onto and into 
it. The day it rained he stepped 
aside, and sulked. The rain beat 
all the leaves into the sand and 
dirt, messing up his work. He was 
so disgruntled he stayed away 
until the sun had dried the road- 
bed for him. A_ boorish wind. 
There was no tolerance in him. 
And no warmth. 

Suddenly all the great trees, ex- 
cept the evergreens, were standing 
bare before You, graceful, still, 
and solemn. They lifted the black 
and silver lace of their topmost 
limbs into the blue wonder of 
Your heavens, and into the white 
and cream lace of low-crawling 
clouds. They gave thanks for a 
wondrous summer; and asked 
Your: blessing on the _ rigorous 
winter they expected. 

Only the poplars looked forlorn 
and old. They had the desolation 
of elders in a village where all 
the beautiful, restless, playful, 
loving, noisy children, have run 
away or died. They seemed to re- 
member all the murmur and 
laughter and gossip, and the 
dancing and the flirting, of the 
leaves, the merriest and giddiest 
leaves in all the forests. I could 
not hear the rustle of the wind 
that day, not even in the pines. 
No mosquito whined. No fly buz- 
zed. No partridge exploded out of 
the underbrush. (Maybe the 
birds knew there were hunters 
all around.) No bee hummed. No 
wasp zinged by me. No bird 
sl Not even a blue jay screech- 
ed. 

Our Hornet Cousins 

The birds had gone; to Florida. 
perhaps. Their nests were reveal- 
ed, high up in some of the naked 
trees. And there was a hornets’ 
hermitage in a towering maple, a 
gray thin paper bag shaped like a 
Chinese lantern. The hornets had 
not migrated. They were dead, like 
the leaves. All except their queen, 
who was hibernating in the woods, 
enjoying a combination honey- 
moon and widowhood. She will 
wake in the Spring, lay a thou- 
sand eggs or more, and start an- 
other hive, another home. 

I should not have liked it, Lord, 
had You made me an insect or 
a bird. I haven’t the appetite of a 
sparrow, for instance, nor any lik- 
ing for his diet. Nor can I chew 
wood like the hornet, and make 
paper of it. Even pencils or tooth- 
picks or matches have no appeal 
to me. But supposing I could chew 
them as easily as the hornets 
chew red barns, green shingles, 
white fences, and gray dwellings, 
I could never make such soft 

{Continued on Page 4 





For Christmas 


Yet if His Majesty, our Sovereign 
Lord, 

Should of his own accord 

Friendly himself invite, 

And say, “I'll be your guest to- 
morrow night” 

How should we stir ourselves, call 
and command 

Ali hands to work! “Let no man 
idle stand. 











The Power Of Love 


By Rev. Emile Briere 











In a few days we will again 
joyfully celebrate the anniversary 
of Christ’s birth. This Child born 
in a manger has come to complete 
in His Person, actions, and words, 
the progressive revelations of God 
to man. As St. Paul puts it in the 





hall; 
See they be fitted all; 
Let there be room to eat 


no meat. 

See every sconce and candlestick 
made bright, 

That without tapers they might 
give a light. 


“Look to the presence: are the 
carpets spread, 

The dazie o’er the head, 
The cushions in the chair, 

And all the candles lighted on the 
stair? 

Perfume the chambers, and in any 
case 

Let each man give attendance in 
his place!” 


Thus, if a king were coming, 
would we do; 

And ’twere good reason too; 

For ’tis a duteous thing 

To show all honour to an earthly 
king, 

And after all our travail and our 
cost, 

So he be pleased, to think n 
labour lost. ; 

But at the coming of the King of 
Heaven 

All’s set at six and seven; 

We wallow in our sin, 

Christ cannot find a chamber in 
the inn. 

We entertain Him always like a 
stranger, 

And as at first, still lodge Him in 
the manger. 

—Anon (16th Century) 


| COMBERMERE DIARY 


Staff Worker Jim Guinan was 
appointed to Stella Maris House 
in Portland, Oregon; and Guada- 
lupe Zabaco was appointed to Our 
Lady of Whitehorse in the Yukon. 

For those interested in Cana 
Colony, they will be happy to 
learn that a seventh cabin has 
been completed this fall named 
St. Emile’s. It is the same size as 
St. Gerard’s cabin with six bunk 
beds for the children. 

Sally Murphy and Dick Parker 
spent a few days at Madonna 
House at the conclusion of their 
vacations enroute to Edmonton, 
Alberta. 

We had an excellent lecture giv- 
en to us by Mr. Stanley Zybula 
of the Citizenship and Immigra- 
tion Department relative to the 
problems of new Canadians. 

Five of our group attended the 
Rural Social Life Conference in 
Peterborough, Ontario. 

Tom Egan of New Jersey, Bill 
Ryan of Ohio and Richard Pelly 
of Halifax, Nova Scotia are now 
numbered among the Visiting 
Volunteers. 

The new St. Francis Hospital 
was blessed in Barry’s Bay on Oc- 
tober 25. 

We all rejoiced with our found- 
ress, Catherine Doherty, when she 
was awarded the papal medal; 
PRO ECCLESIA ET PONTIFICE 
from our good Bishop, Most Rev. 
William J. Smith of Pembroke, On- 
tario. We all felt it was very timely 
that this Papal poceumitions was 
granted in this year of the 30th 
anniversary of the apostolate. It 
will be presented Dec. 8. 

May your fervent Christmas 
prayers and ours help to restore 
peace on earth to men of good will. 


Friendship 























There’s a wonderful thing 

That gold eannot buy, 

A blessing that’s rare and true: 
It is God’s own gift of 

A wonderful Friend, 

Like the Friend that 





I have in You. 
—Lulie Kearns 


opening words of his letter to the 


fused them into our souls at the 
moment of our revirth. He is in 
truth our Father. Our origin and 
beginning, “and all fatherhood 
proceeds from Him.” 

He loves us. So very much does 
He care for our true well-being 
that He sent His beloved Son to 
be one of us; He wills and accepts 
the exruciating sacrifice of this 
most tenderly loved Son; He 
makes Him our head, the head of 
a new being, a new body; He 
makes us one with Him. 

Laws to Obey 
True He lays down certain laws 





\times and in diverse manners) 
spoke in times past to the fathers | 
by the prophets, last of all in| 


lof all things, by whom also he 
| made the world; who, being the 
ibrightness of his glory and the 
limage of his substance, and up- 
|holding all things by the word of 
his power, has effected man’s pur- 
gation from sin.” 

God, the totally unknowable 
alone can make Himself known 
to man. Immediately following the 
sin of Adam and Eve, He, in His 
great mercy and love, immediat- 
ely reassured mankind. He would 
not cast us away from His face 
forever. He promised that a sav- 
our would come to reinstate man 
into friendship with Himself: For 
centuries, the dialogue ceased to 
be taken up again with Abraham, 
with Moses, with the Prophets of 
the Old Testament. 

Live the Gospel? 

In a few days we will celebrate 
an anniversary, the anniversary 
of “the fullness of time”. This 
Child will tell us more about God 
than all the holy men of the Old 
Testament. 

He comes with a message, with 
a gospel, with good news. 

Thousands of holy men and 
women, thousands of holy and 
learned theologians, have discus- 
sed and analyzed this message. 
Many people in our own days ask, 
“Is it possible to live the Gospel 
today?” For most of us, I think 
it is difficult if not impossible to 
apply directly to our own lives 
every counsel or prescription of 
the Gospels. Most of us would 
have to think twice before tak- 
ing literally Christ’s injunction to 
His disciples: “Do not keep gold, 
or silver, or money in your girdles, 
no wallet for your journey, nor 
two tunics, nor sandals, nor staff.” 
Some of the saints did. But not 
all. 

Yes, there can be much discus- 
sion, many opinions concerning 
similar prescriptions in the New 
Testament. So much depends 
upon the individual Christian’s 
personal circumstances. 

But the essence of Christ’s mes- 
sage applies to all. And in this 
sense very definitely we can an- 
swer yes to the question is it pos- 
sible to live the Gospels today? 

Rich or poor, young or old, 
learned or not, we can all apply 
to our own lives the basic content 
of Christ’s revelation. It can be 
expressed in a few words. It can 
be understood by all. 

The Kingdom of God 

The Good News is this: “God is 
your Father. He cares for you. He 
loves you. He knows your needs, 
therefore, be not anxious about 
anything for He will take good 
care of all your need.” One con- 
dition only is laid down to insure 
for ourselves God’s mercy: “Seek 
first the Kingdom of God and His 
justice, and all these things shall 

given you besides.” 

Many books have been written, 
many discussions have taken 

lace over the interpretation of 
Enis statement of Christ’s or that. 
But one thing is absolutely sure, 
clear, precise, which all can live 
in any state or status or age: “You 
have a Father . . be not anxious 
.. do His will today...” 

You have a Father. Fatherhood 
implies origin, beginning; a fath- 
er is one who brings another to 
life. God is our Father. We come 
from Him. Our soul came direct- 
ly from His creative -hand. Our 
body comes from Him through 
our parents, for He gave them 
the power to produce that body. 
The glorious new life—a share of 
His own—received at baptism, 
comes from Him. So also the great 








that we must observe. But they 
have a single purpose to make one 
a loving person, to eliminate the 
obstacles to love, to unite us ever 
more intimately with Love. He 
prepares us for heaven. But pain 
comes into our lives and we are 
tempted to doubt His love and to 
question His care. We find our 
desires unfulfilled. This has to be. 
Each one of us has to struggle 
with his self-love, so as to become 
loving. Each one of us has to learn 
to give of himself, so as to be 
ready for heaven. 

Perfect joy reigns there because 
each person gives himself fully 
to the others, and receives fully 
from the others.. The struggle 
against self-love upon earth pre- 
pares for the perfect loving, ec- 
static communication ‘of heaven. 

A Child is born to us. He will 
tell us that we have a Father, 
that we should not be anxious, 
that we should seek to do His lov- 
able will today. He will teach us 
to love. His message is bad news 
to our self-love. His message is 
good news to our inner spirit, for 
it means that God has made us 
for far more than we could dare 
imagine. He has made _ us for 
true and perfect love. 

It is possible to live the Gospels 
today. It is possible for all. We 
have a Father. He does take care 
of all our needs. We have nothing 
to be anxious about. Let us love 
Him back by doing His holy will 
today. 


COOKING 
| FOR CHRISTMAS 


By Laurette Patenaude 

















If you should come into our 
kitchen at Madonna House this 
Advent—and you would be most 
welcome—you would think it one 
of the busiest places on earth. And 
you would probably decide it was 
also one of the most bewildering. 
But then we have a tradition to 
maintain. 

Christmas day we will have two 
long tables filled with the ‘foods 
of thirty or more countries. The 
idea is to bring the people of those 
countries closer to us, so that we 
can go, all together, to adore 
Christ in the manger. To repre- 
sent them further than by their 
favorite dishes» we put a doll, in 
the costumes of the various na- 
tions, beside the food. The doll can 
also represent the Christ child. 
And the food is sent Him by the 
peoples of the world. 

Adeste Fideles 

The Christmas scene, and the 
symbols, are made with breads, 
cookies, and sweets. The cave it- 
self, for instance, is made with 
sweet American bread because we 
wish to furnish the birthplace at 
Bethlehem. The crib, however, is 
made with Panettone, an Italian 
bread. This is out of deference to 
the Italian, St. Francis of Assisi, 
who brought the Christmas scene 
to life. 

Much of our Christmas foods 
are made of special types of bread, 
because bread has so much mean- 
ing. To represent England there 
is a steamed plum pudding. We 
our a little brandy on it, and set 
it afire on Christmas night—to 
show the Light of the World. It 
is an English custom to prepare 
baskets of food for the r, and 
to distribute them on ristmas 
eve. 

Scotland’s shortbread is made 
in the shape of a Host; and we 
usually ornament it with some 
liturgical symbol, a chalice, 
grapes and wheat, or some other 
familiar design. The bread is 
broken, not cut. Christ broke 
bread. He never cut it. We break 
it first into four parts. in honor of 





virtues which we possess. He in- 


St. Andrew’s cross, this saint being 


Scotland’s patron. 

For Rumania we have a Turta, 
a walnut layer strudel. It has , 
anywhere from 40 to 50 layers of 
very thin dough; and it repre- 
sents the swaddling clothes of 
the divine Infant. 

The Spice of Life 

Ireland is represented by 
brandied fruit cakes enriched with 
many spices and other good 
things. Spices were quite costly 
in Ireland, once upon a time, and 
were given as special gifts—only 
to those held most dear. 

For France we will furnish a 
Buche de Noel, which is, and looks 
like, a Yule log—which, burning 
brightly, gave cheer to the house- 
|hold, and merriment, and 
warmth. We put a few candles on 
the log. 

Norway will be remembered 
through one of her customs. That 
was to provide for the animals 
and birds, who were there with 
the shepherds and Mary and Jo- 
seph when Christ was born. The 
barn door was always blessed 
with a bundle of grain, a gift 
for all the birds. We make Nor- 
wegian bread, and shape it into 
all sorts of animals and birds. We 
also make a pole, with a sheaf of 
grain on it, which is to stand close 
to the crib. 

It was Gemany who gave us the 
Christmas tree; therefore we make 
a German Weihnachts Stollen, a 
fruited sweet bread, shaped into 
a tree and decorated like a Christ- 
mas tree. 

In Poland straw and dishes are 
placed under a table, and an emp- 
ty chair is placed for the unex- 
pected guest who may drop in. No 
one sits in this chair. We make 
a rich Polska coffee cake and 
shape straw out of it. We make a 
few dishes out of bread, and also 
a chair; and place them where 
they belong. 

Wreath and Flower 

We make all kinds of spicy cook- 
ies for Holland and Switzerland, a 
Christmas wreath for the Nether- 
lands—a Kerstkrans. It symboliz- 
es victory, glory, joy, great cele- 
bration. 

We make a Poinsettia in Mexi- 
can bread. In that country this 
flower is called the “Flower of 
Holy Night”, and represents the 
Star of Bethlehem. 

China, Japan, Pakistan, and 
other countries whose customs we 
have not ascertained, and for 
which we have no liturgical sym- 
bols, we represent in our own way. 
We make a big star for Pakistan—. 
the star that came from the East. 
For the other countries we make 
“the root of Jesse”, “the burning 
bush”, and whatever else we can 
think of. 

We make three plants to repre- 
sent the Ivy, the Rosemary, and 
the Laurel. Ivy is for human weak- 
ness clinging to divine strength. 
Rosemary is for remembrance. 
There is a legend that, on the 
flight into Egypt, Mary washed 
the garments of her little Son and 
hung them on a rose bush 
to dry. And Laurel, of course, is 
the symbol of victory. 

All the breads are shaped with 
our hands: and are decorated with 
icings and with all sorts of col- 
ored sugars and small candies. 








COMBERMERE PAINTED 


By Mary Ann Gilmore 











_Combermere, Halfway and vi- 
cinity are on the artist’s canvas 
now for all the world to see. The 
renowned Canadian artist, Dr. A. 
Y. Jackson, spent almost a month 
painting our rocky hills, deep riv- 
ers and lakes. The turning of the 
leaves this Fall seemed to await 
his artist’s brush. Not for a num- 
ber of years have we seen such a 
glorious change of colors. 

Dr. Jackson, in his own dis- 
tinctive way, captured the it 
of our land. His sketches reflect 
the harsh lines of rocky farms 
and thick bush which in a strange 
way reveal much beauty and se- 
renity. Mr. and Mrs. Robert Dre- 
veaux, our good friends were hosts 
to Dr. Jackson during his stay. 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


A little Child is born to us. What is weaker and 
smaller than a new-born infant? Yet the littleness of 
this Child seems to hold within itself the answer to 


our questing. 


The questing of all men of goodwill the world over. 
All men who look with eyes that see around about 
themselves, and try to peer into the future. 


All around about us, we see bigness. . and even 
immensity . . in dimensions unknown to our forefath- 
ers. From the huge IBM machines, which almost think 
for man, to the discovery of space with its still incom- 
prehensible light-miles, to the growth of a technologi- 
cal society, to the explosion of population, and unto a 
hundred problems on world-wide or national scale, 


all appears to us BIG. 


And almost 2,000 years ago, a little Child was born 
in a little stable, in the little village of Bethlehem . 
seemingly from unimportant people, a carpenter and 
his wife. His birth is an answer to what our hearts 
seek. If we approach the mystery of His birth reverently 
and lovingly, we will understand that the answer we 
seek is in His littleness and in His love of us. 


For He made Himself little. He became a human 
child to grow into a man, for love of us. 

If we approach this mystery of the Little Child and 
His love, humbly and simply, we will understand that 
all the bigness around-about us, which crushes us, 
does not matter. 


We could bear the weight of any technological 
society . . . travel any amount of light miles into 
space .. and solve most of our problems (big and 
small), if we ourselves became LIKE UNTO A LITTLE 
CHILD. 

For then the Kingdom of God would be ours al- 
ready on this earth, and with it, the wisdom of the 
Lord . . the wisdom He reveals to the little and 
humble ones. 


Then we would walk unafraid of anything, because 
we would know that little children have a Father 
in heaven, Who looks after them, and Who has count- 
ed all their hairs, and without Whom nothing can 


happen. 





Then our hearts would be trustful of His mercy 
and His love, and our security complete. 


If men were like the little Child of Bethlehem, unto 
whose image and likeness they were created, all know- 
ledge that weighs so heavily on them, crying out for 
decisions, on which depends perhaps the very exist- 
ence of the human race. . . would become just a tool 
that each child-like heart would put to the service of 
his neighbor. 


AND PEACE WOULD INDEED REIGN ON OUR 
TIRED, FRIGHTENED EARTH. 


A little child is born unto us. Let us turn our faces 
to Him. Let us journey in spirit to Bethlehem . . . to 
a stable .. and to a crib. There, falling on our knees, 
let us adore Him! Then love and truth and peace will 
be ours. 














Cnd blessed be he who 
gave the manger shape 








EDDIES OF 1960 


By Eddie Doherty 








It would hardly do to let this 
year go by without mentioning 
the fact that a thousand and some 
Sisters known as the Servants of 
the Holy Heart of Mary, with 
headquarters in Beaverville, Illin- 
ois, are celebrating the one hund- 
redth anniversary of their found- 
ing. Their work, as Sister Mary 
Adelaide, S.S.C.M. describes it, is 
“the care of Christ’s suffering 
members in hospitals, the Chris- 
tian education of youth, catechet- 
ical and social work in Negro mis- 
sions, and administrative, secreta- 
rial and domestic duties.” 

They wear a black habit with 
a cape, an azure cincture which 
holds their large rosary, an azure 
cord that holds an ebony and sil- 
ver crucifix, and a silver ring on 
the ring finger of the left hand. 
Recently they discarded the bon- 
net for a new head dress. The pic- 
ture is that of a postulant, posed 
to show this new style. It proves 
that pretty girls still give them- 
selves to God, in the convent as 
well. as the lay apostolate. The 
novitiate, incidentally, is in Ba- 
tavia, Il. 











Farewell to Life 
Sister Adelade encloses the po- 
em of one of her former pupils, 
Alyce Gandek, which is worth 
printing in Restoration. It is en- 
titled ‘“‘Thoughts on Death”. And, 
as it agrees with my Love Letter 
to God, in this issue — in some 
ways—I thought it should be 
printed herewith and now: 
“Oh I have loved you, World! The 
rhythmic sea; 
Green, gold, and blue of grass; 
and sun, and sky; 
The cool caress and whisper of 
the breeze. 
But eagerly I let you go. . to 
di 


e. 

For I have cherished beauty 

as a gift 

To comfort me within the prison 

gates. 

What joy to have Love’s por- 

trait on the bars! 

To gaze, and be reminded that 

He waits. 

But shall I clasp a picture to 

my heart, 

Or kiss Love’s image in a mir- 

rored wall 

When I have but to turn and 

lift my eyes 

To find Him coming down the 

quiet hall? 

Break picture! Shatter mirror. 

Heartbeats, hush- 

I hear the rattle of the keys, 

and race 

To reach the threshold. Love, 

unlocks the door; 

And I am faint with joy to see 

His face.” 

It would not be nice either to 
say “so long” to 1960 without let- 
ting you know that Kathleen 
Scott of Manchester, England, has 
sent us “Johnson’s Nantwich 
Almanack and Directory”, which 
had an article about Combermere 
England, and Combermere Abbey. 

Another Combermere 

“I thought it rather singular 
that your Combermere should be 
noted for spreading devotion to 
Our Lady in modern times,” she 
writes, “whilst in olden times this 
English Combermere was especial- 
ly dedicated to Our Lady.” 

The abbey, it seems was found- 
ed about the year 1133. It con- 
tained Benedictine monks. It was 
one of the religious institutions 
dissolved, devoured, or destroyed 
by Henry VIII. 

Also we have to let you know 
that Stanley Vischer, who has 
spent 28 years in Catholic Action, 
has written a book, “Understand- 
ing Communism’’, which you can 
get for 30 cents. Write to Stanley 
Vishnewski, 469 Bloomingdale 
Rd., Staten Island 9, New York. 
Stanley remarks that $5 will help 
him send 20 copies of the book 
to missionaries. 

Then too we must not forget 
the item about the Catholic Avia- 
ton League of Our Lady of Loreto, 
916 S. Wolcott, Chicago 12, Ill., 
founded by Mike Herbert of 
United Air Lines. The long-range 
object is to erect a church at 








O’Hare Field, similar to the 
chapels at Boston and Idlewilde, 
N.Y. O’Hare is near Chicago, in a 
manner of speaking, but far from 
everywhere; and Catholics in 
transit would find a Church most 
welcome there. 
Lady of Guadalupe 

Father Haerold J. Rahm, S. J., 
tells us he has just completed a 
125 page mimeographed book 
about Our Lady of Guadalupe, 
which he will send you for $3. His 
address is 515 South Kansas St., 
El Paso,- Texas. Also, if you want 
information about Our Lady of 
Guadalupe, pictures, medals, or 
lterature, and you’d like to make 
a pilgrimage to her shrine in Mex- 
ico City, write him at the above 
address. 

We must remind you, if you 
contemplate sending money to 
Father F. Wilcox, the Jesuit mis- 
sionary working in Brazil, do not 
send it to him directly. He may 
not get either money or letter. 
Send it to him in care of the 
Russian Center, Fordham Univer- 

You will probably be getting a 
bushel or two of Christmas cards 
in a week or so. Fr. A. Del Col, rec- 
tor of the Don Bosco H. School, 
Gauhati, Assam: India, would like 
these for his 500 boys who use 
them in making booklets for child- 
ren. He can also use old birthday 
cards, any kind of picture maga- 
zine, and any books suitable for 
the young. He could also use pray- 
ers, he says. He doesn’t mention 
money but he wouldn’t send it 
back if you forwarded it. 

A Merry Christmas and a won- 
derful New Year. 


OUR 
RURAL APOSTLES 


When the apostolate began in 
Combermere, in 1947, Madonna 
House was the headquarters of 
many things—of the lending li- 
brary, of Restoration, of the nurs- 
ing service, of the distribution of 
donated clothing, of the training 
of future Staff Workers, and of 
Christmas parties. But there were 
only three Staff Workers then. In 
the thirteen years that have fol- 
lowed the scope has widened be- 
yond all expectations. 

And recently it became neces- 
sary to establish the Rural Apos- 
tolate, and house it, as a unit, in 
its own headquarters. We have 
found a temporary home for it; 
and the staff, headed by Trudi 
Cortens, and her assistant, Mary 
Ann Gilmore, are filled with new 
energies — something after the 
manner of the first apostles when 
the Holy Ghost came to them in 
a great wind and in the form of 
tongues of fire. 

They made local history by 
launching a Community Night 
school, co-operating with the pro- 
vincial departments of Agricul- 
ture and Education; and the ven- 
ture is a tremendous success. 

Aster is a “Master” 

“We have”, said Miss Cortens, 
“142 students turning out each 
week. We have 5 sewing courses 
organized, 2 typing classes, a 
course in Home Nursing, and a 














class in Agriculture. It is hard to]. . . 


say whether we or the students 
are the happier over the sucess 
of this venture. Kathleen O’Herin 
is teaching the advanced sewing 
groups, Mary Jean Beaudoin the 
nursing course, and Aster Jedynak 
is doing a masterly job in the 
typing class! Though she never 
taught before, you would have 
thought, because of her confi- 
dence and poise, that Aster had 
made her living at it. You may 
know that St. Joseph is the offi- 
cial name of our foundation—to 
set it apart, in the minds of the 
people, from Madonna House. We 
have even called our little car 
‘St. Joseph.’ We feel St. Joseph is 
responsible for the things going 
on now; and we feel we are under 
his protection. 

“We have worked hard on two 
Blood Donor Clinics in connec- 
tion with the local Red Cross 
branch. Two hundred and eighty- 
four people offered their blood; 
but we didn’t accept them all. 
Some had to be refused on account 
of physical conditions. We asked 
forty or more others to wait 
awhile before giving their blood, 
so they could donate it to our 
Barry’s Bay Hospital when it 
Opened. Therefore we have a 
‘walking blood bank.’ always 
ready for emergencies. 

“Another project that occupies 
much of our time'is the Mobile Li- 
brary. We have over 1,000 books; 
and we have made an encourag- 
ing start. We Have had a num- 
ber of very successful rummage 
sales. Our last one drew more than 
250 people. At present we are 
working on our Christmas pro- 
gram. And we are hoping to open 
a dental clinic soon in-the base- 
ment of St. John’s Inn.” 

Lady of Visitation 

Miss Beaudoin discussed this 
clinic. “One day”, she said, “Dr. 
Peter Polosso, visited Madonna 
House and heard of our efforts to 


do something for the teeth of the 


children in this part of the world. 
Dr. Pelosso, an orthodonty schol- 
ar, begged a dental chair for us, 
and all the equipment we needed 
—or nearly all. More than this, 
he pulled the first tooth. A little 
boy had come to Madonna House 
with his mother. He wasn’t expect- 
ing a dentist; but he was glad to 
find one, for he had a very bad 
tooth—about which he hadn’t 
said very much.” 

Mary Jean attends to the 
health of hundreds of children in 
Combermere and other nearby 
centers. And she visits a lot of 
homes. She is full of stories. 

“This summer”, she _ said, “I 
had the privilege of helping nurse 
a wonderful old lady. She spoke no 
English and I no Polish, but we 
got along well, and grew to love 
one another. The other day she 
went home to God, and it was then 
I learned who she was. For many 
many years she was the only mid- 
wife in this country! She had de- 
livered well over 200 babies when 
the doctors couldn’t get through 
the snow-filled roads; and had as- 
sisted at the birth of hundreds of 
others. We nurses of Madonna 
House—and of St. Joseph’s—have 
a very special devotion to Our 
Lady of the Visitation. I know my 
friend was dear to her—for she 
was a lady of the visitation too.” 











LOOKS AT BOOKS 


A NUN WITH A GUN by Eddie 
Doherty, Bruce Publishing Com- 
pany, Milwaukee, $3.50. Reviewed 
by Rev. Emile Briere. 

No, Restoration’s versatile and 
talented editor has not written a 
new crime story, or an old fashion- 
ed western about a gun-toting 
nun. This book is_ strictly bio- 
graphical. Yet it packs more dra- 
ma in one page, more “exciting” 
incidents, more suspense, than 
most works of pure fiction. 

Sister Stanislaus (1865-1949) of 
the Sisters of Charity, was born 
Catherine Malone in a mountain 
mining town of California. Or- 
phaned at two she grew up in Vir- 
ginia City, Nevada, under the 
care of the Sisters of Charity 
whose novitiate she entered at 
nineteen. The rest of her life was 
spent in nursing the sick, super- 
vising nurses, and administering 
Charity Hospital in New Orleans, 
the thrd or fourth largest hospi- 
tal in America. 

The life of Sister Stanislaus 
presents so many facets that one 
is amazed at Eddie Doherty’s abil- 
ity to present them all. Hundreds 
of stories are either outlined or in- 
dicated. For this religious had a 
mind and a heart that mirrored 
all the colors of charity’s rainbow. 
Her active interest in the progress 
of medicine and of the nursing 
profession contributed to the de- 
velopment of an outstanding hos- 
pital, in spite of meddling politi- 
cians, prejudice and other plagues. 

“Charity Hospital is one of the 
great medical centers in the 
world. It is one of the best equip- 

ed, one of the largest, one of 
he most imposing . . . Two great 
oil paintings greet the visitor. 
Here is that of Dr. Rudolph Matas 
over there is the portrait of 
Sister Stanislaus, who gave the 
hospital sixty-five years of life 
and love. One died world famous 
and with more than a million dol- 
lars. The other died famous too, 
and with more than a million 
friends. Charity Hospital is a mon- 
ument to the doctor and to the 
ROA Gs 

But quite a different structure 
met her eyes when she arrived in 
New Orleans. “There was only 
one building, and it was old, and 
small, and ill-equipped. They used 
oil lamps and candles.. There were 
no elevators . . . The beds were 
wood . . the mattresses filled with 
corn shucks.” 

Sister Stanislaus studied and 
talked and begged. She called on 
the President’s wife, and F.D.R. 
obtained $3,600,000 from the Fed- 
eral treasury as a gift for her: 

But her love did not stop at an 
institution. It went out to thou- 
sands of individuals, to all with 
whom she came in contact: pa- 
tients, nurses, sisters, doctors, 
ambulance-men, employees, poli- 
ticians, criminals. Early in her 
career, wounded criminals learn- 
ed from her the meaning of sanc- 
tuary. The needy were known as 
her “poor relatives”. For them 
she kept an unusual ledger: it 
served to store the bills people 
handed her for her charities. She 
dispensed them tactfully—telling 
a story, asking the person to do 
her a favor. St. Vincent de Paul 
was undoubtedly proud of his 
daughter’s ways with God’s 


people. 

“Sister Stanislaus,” writes Ed- 
die Doherty,” as the Sister Ser- 
vant of Charity Hospital—or ‘the 
top woman in a big state job’— 

resented a series of paradoxes. 
She was humble, simple, unpre- 
tentious. But men in power knew 
they couldn’t walk over her. She 
gave herself completely. So she 
completely dominated her little 
world. She had a reverence for the 








regarded her as the most holy of 
all living women. She forgot her- 
self in working for others. So she 
became unforgettable. She loved 
everybody. So, in time, she was 
voted the most beloved woman of 
New Orleans. She regarded her- 
self as less than nothing. So every- 
body called her great.” 

Eddie Doherty never met Sister 
Stanislaus during her lifetime. He 
hadn’t even heard of her until 
the day a letter came from a 
Sister of Charity suggesting that 
he undertake her biography. He 
accepted the offer. The extensive 
research which paved the way 
for this engaging book produced 
another fruit. For “Mr. Dee” got 
to know and love Sister Stanislaus 
as did few others, even her inti- 
mate acquaintances. Little wonder 
that every page throbs with life, 
reverence and humor. Little won- 
der that a Catholic “Book of the 
Month Club” has chosen “A Nun 
With a Gun” for one of its selec- 
tions. Sister Stanislaus has ae 
en herself to be a worthy subject 


for a fine biographer. 
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One Man's Scrap Is 
Another Man's Gold 


Funny how things happen. One 
moment we have boxes upon box- 
es, bulging with wool remnants, 
that our good friends have sent 
us. The next moment we are with- 
out wool... for some other good 
friends of ours, with knitting ma- 
chines or nimble fingers, have 
changed all the wool into warm 
baby clothing, men’s socks’ child- 
ren’s mittens and _ socks, and 
shawls for the older ones and 
shut-ins Warm and _ cosy 
shawls! So we are wool-less! 

You see, dear friends, we need 
wool—any size, any color, any 
weight. We can use everything 
and anything. If you have been 
knitting your Christmas gifts, 
and have remnants, we will be 
grateful for them. 

Several of our staff—for their 
recreation, which is rare, but oc- 
casionally happens—have taken 
up oil painting, and are doing 
quite well. It is good for young 
lay apostles to have a change of 
pace now and then, and some 
poverty—to take their mind off 
the constant poverty and misery 
they are dealing with. So if you 
have oil paints left over some- 
where, and brushes for same, we 
will be intensely grateful. And it 
will be a real Christmas present 
for the members of our apostolate. 

Calling all offices (smile) . . If 
there are old filing folders . . or if 
you are changing your filing fold- 
ers, we will be glad to get the old 
ones and the changed ones. Our 
office surely needs a lot of filing 
folders. 

And when you’re buying office 
supplies, maybe out of the kind- 
ness of your heart, you would buy 
us some scotch tape. Or maybe 
you have remnants of some—that 
is hard to tear apart—we will do 
the tearing if you will send it to 
us, for that is another item we 
igi to use often. 

mong the art work we 
the __ apostolate, Sr 
TAK THE FIRST PLACE. 
There are always things to letter 
in a big place like ours. If anyone 
hes ae ene pens and nibs 

using, we wi . 

fu for relict &, we will be grate 

nd though candies are 
Scraps, with Christmas Siicoas 
around the corner, we would be 
grateful if you shared some of 
your candies with our poor chil- 
dren. Maybe your children would 
Save a penny or two and buy some 
for our a children. We have so 
many o OMe sd 
places .. see mca 

And of course we are still in 
need of toys, toilet articles, cos- 
tume jewelry for Christmas; but 
we've written often about that}. 
Let us simply say that anything 
you can spare for Christmas, new 
or old, for children, would be wel- 


come. 
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JOURNEY INWARD 


By Catherine Doherty 











When I was a little girl, the sea- 
son of Advent was truly a season 
of expectancy, as I once wrote in 
a book of mine, “My Russian Yes- 
terdays”’. 

True, as a child the expectancy 
was also directed to the gifts, the 
nice things to eat, the Christmas 
tree, and all the things that en- 
thrall children. 

But nevertheless, my mother 
had a knack of lifting all natural 
expectancies into supernatural 
ones... and she did it so simply 
we barely noticed it. And for me 
and for my brothers—the natural 
and the supernatural became one. 

She used simple words too... 
to accomplish her gentle task. Es- 
pecially do I remember one year 
when she spoke of the forest so 
familiar to us ... and of the night, 
filled with stars and moonlight 
breathlessly awaiting the coming 
of Christ. She talked about a little 
donkey, whose hoofs made music 
on the frozen earth and who car- 
ried our Blessed Mother to Beth- 
lehem. And sometimes she would 
sit at the piano, since she was a 
musician, and compose a shim- 
mering lilting music that went 
well with her simple words. 

As I remembered all those 
things, a poem came to my mind: 

This is 


A night 

Of splendor! 
A night 

Of expectancy 
And joy 

All tender... 


There is 

In it— 

The scent 

Of a thousand i 
Opening flowers, 
And of Spring... 


How strange! 
For snow 

And Ice 

Still hold 
The earth 
Imprisoned; 
And in the 
Forests 

Trees are 

Still asleep. 
Nowhere .. 
For any looking 
Can be seen 
The smallest 
Green tip! ... 


This is ' 
A night 

Of splendor, 

With music 

In the air. . 


How strange! 
For beneath 
The soft 

Light 

Of the moon .. 
All is 

Quiet, 
White, 
Quilted 

In snow .. 


This is 

A night 

Of splendor. 
For somewhere 


Is shedding, 
epuing. 

Its Perfume... 
How strange! 
For it is 
Winter. 

And lilies 

Do not bloom 
In snow. 


This is 

A night 

Of splendor 
Filled with 
The sounds 
Of a donkey’s 
Hoofs 

That walk 

In strange 
And awesome 
Cadence, 
That tell 

Of glory 
Hidden, ! 
And other 

Secret things... 


THIS IS 

A NIGHT 

OF SPLENDOR . . 
EXPECTANCY ... 
AND JOY! 


Why is it 

Then.. 

That my : 
Heart wonders 

Tf it is 

Ready 

To be 

A cradle? 

To a Child? 


FRIENDS 
AT CHRISTMAS 


By M. Legris 











Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon 
—Christmas is a time when I do 
a lot of reminiscing about the 
people I have met or written to 
during the past year. There are 
many of them and I would like to 
mention them all but time and 
Space permit me to mention only 
a few. 

There was Mrs. Cox whom we 
met after morning mass at the 
Cathedral in Whitehorse in Oc- 
tober. It isn’t often that we see 
a strange face at a week-day mass 
at this time of year, but the north 
is such a friendly place that we 
always say hello to people wheth- 
er we know them well or not. We 
told her that we were from Mary- 
louse and would be glad to have 
her visit us at any time. She was 
familiar with our apostolate as 
she was a good friend of the staff 
in Portland, Oregon. 

They Sat for a Chat 

Her son-in-law had been killed 
in an accident on the Alaskan 
Highway just north of Whitehorse 
and she had flown from Portland 
to be with her daughter who had 
been seriously injured in the same 
accident and also to make ar- 
rangements to have her son-in- 
law’s body flown to Rochester for 
burial. 

Day succeeded day and Mrs. 
Cox was so busy visiting her 
daughter and trying to get some 
rest for she was just recuperating 
from a bout of pneumonia that 
she was unable to get to Mary- 
house. Finally, one morning our 
friend Pat Hull, who had also met 
and loved Mrs. Cox, brought her 
over to Maryhouse for the long- 
awaited visit. 

We had a pleasant chat about 
the Yukon, the Legion of Mary of 
which our visitor was a member, 
our apostolate, B, whom she had 
met and was anxious to hear 
about, and Teevey, one of the 
former staff of Friendship House, 
and later Stella Maris House, 
who had been a very good friend 
of the Cox family until her death 
a few years ago. 

She and Pat dined with us, 
and at the end of the meal she 
remarked how much better she 
felt. She had been quite depress- 
ed in the morning but was all 
cheered up again . . . she certain- 
ly kept her feelings under con- 
trol for she was jolly all morn- 
ing as far as I could see. She en- 
joyed her dinner, was getting 
tired of eating in restaurants 
and also of looking at the four 
walls in her hotel room. Pat 
drove her to the hospital to visit 
her daughter afterwards and she 
promised to return in the eve- 
ning when we were going to have 
a little farewell party for Pat 
who was leaving for Vancouver 
next day. 





A Welcome Cook 

All went as scheduled and we 
had a very pleasant evening with 
our little group of frends. Mrs. 
Cox was an excellent pianist and 
could play anything we could 
mention or sing. We enjoyed her 
so very much. As we had coffee 
afterwards she remarked how 
much at home she felt with Le- 
gion of Mary members anywhere 
and with members of the Madon- 
na House Apostolate. We certainly 
felt at home with her, too. She 
promised to come and visit us any 
time she had a moment, or felt 
like it, for she had another month 
to spend in the Yukon before her 
daughter would be discharged 
from the hospital. 

Charlie Hill from Malta is 
another friend. He had stayed in 
our hostel for a few days before 
getting a job with a radar crew. 
He is the cook, and every month 
or so they move camp and the men 
get a day off. Charlie spends that 
day in town cleaning stove pi S, 
splitting wood, putting up clothes 

es or doing the many odd jobs 
around Maryhouse. We appreciate 
his kindness very much and he is 
Always the soul of cheerfulness 
and good nature. 

When he made his last trip to 
town he was so excited that he 
forgot to offer to do any work. His 
boss had asked him if he would 
go with the crew to England where 
they would have several months’ 





work. He was so delighted that he 


couldn’t make up his mind for 
three days; finally he agreed to go. 
He promised to send us a card 
when he arrived and I am sure he 
will return to the Yukon when his 
assignment is completed in the 
spring. 

They Come and Go 
Recently we had a visit from a 
lady named Allie whom we had 
befriended in 1954 when she was 
enroute to Anchorage. Prosperity 
had come to her in Alaska and 
now she was on her way home to 
Alabama driving a big car and ac- 
companied by her two cats. By 
the time she reached Whitehorse 
she was so terrified of the Alas- 
kan Highway that she decided not 
to drive another mile but ship 
her car all the way by transport. 
A local ang: gen | told her they 
would take it only to Edmonton. 
In desperation she tried to get 
someone to drive it for her. One 
of our hostel men whom I 
wouldn’t have trusted near a 
wheel offered to be her chauffeur. 
We lost track of Allie after that 
but we were relieved to know she 
didn’t accept his offer for he has 
been in town ever since. 

Molly Billy, an Indian lady, has 
been living with us for the past 
four months. She had been in and 
out of the mental institution 
many times, and her doctor de- 
cided she should not go home 
again, for the drinking and fight- 


sent Molly back to the institution. 
So Molly was sent to us by the In- 
dian Department. 
She doesn’t like getting up in 
the morning, but when she final- 
ly makes it she is lots of fun and 
quite pleasant. Often we have a 
movie, a sing-song, or little dance 
in our library and Molly always 
comes and has a good time. One 
of the Indian nurses, out of kind- 
ness, hires her to do a little work 
every Saturday and Molly has 
some money for cigarettes. That 
is about all the extra she needs. 
We don’t know how long she will 
be with us but for the present at 
least she feels at home and secure 
So, people come and go in our 
lives. We often think-of them but 
at Christmas time we have very 
special thoughts about our 
friends. Soon others will be com- 
ing to our door with boxes and 
armfuls of gifts for the needy and 
lonely for this Christmas of 1960. 
May the staff at Maryhouse be 
equally generous in making 
Christmas a holy and blessed one 
and in spreading peace and joy 
wherever they go. To our readers 
everyhere we wish a happy and 
holy Christmas. 





A Yukon Christmas 
By Rev. Eugene Cullinane 








ing that went on there always| 





White is this land 
Of pathless snows— 
So white! 


Cold is this land 
Of frigid lows— 
So cold! 


Bleak is this land 
Where nothing grows— 
So bleak! 


Still is this land 
Where no one goes— 
So still! 


Dark is this land 

When days are short— 
So short! 

And nights are long— 
So long! 


Defiant this land 

Where mountains stand 
So white, so grand— 

So steep! 

With canyons deep— 
So deep! 


Wonderful land 

Of northern lights, 
Enchanted nights, 
Mystical sights, 
Beauty untold— 
But cold, 

So cold! 


Cruel this land 
Where liquor is gold 
And lusts are bold 
And women mold 
And hearts are cold— 
So cold! 
Tragic this land 
Where life is wild— 
An Indian child 
Is left to cry 
And maybe die 
Wrapped in a sack 
On the floor 
Of a freezing shack— 
(Was that a knock 
At the door?) 

* » % 


Come in, Mary. . 


Joseph, come! 
Come in, shepherds. . 


Angels, come! 
Come! 


Let us adore Him! 

Come! 

Let us love Him! 

Come! 

Let us make Him warm! 


For He is cold— 
So cold! 








CHILDREN 
TAUGHT LOVE 


By Marilyn Williamson 











Casa Maria Reina, Balmorhea, 
Texas.—The cotton is ripe. Heavy 
white bolls are ready for picking. 
Water still rushes down the irri- 
gation ditches but it no longer has 
the refreshing, cool character it 
has in summer when heat waves 
dance on the highway. The days 
are cold. You are glad to get back 
into the house after you go out 
to collect the mail or to empty the 
garbage. 

The calendar days pass. The lit- 
urgy days pass. And each cate- 
chism class passes with the days 
and the liturgy. This is our man- 
date in Texas—to teach cate- 
chism. This is the job which takes 
most of our hours, most of our 
energies, most of our prayers. A 
strange job it is — to help God 
grow in a soul. . an impossible 
one without Him. 

Clara and Carmela 

Take Clara for instance. She is 
a slow learner in school. She has 
many problems, social ones, emo- 
tional ones. She has no father. 
Mother works. Everything is 
against that young girl. She did 
not like catechism because she 








did not like the other students | 
|who came—or rather they did not | 


| like her. A visit to her mother. | 
\“Yes, I'll beat her . . she will go 
to catechism.” You shudder. 


Clara, who needs love will probab- 
ly get a beating in spite of all you 
say. So you pray. 

Clara has one friend. Carmela. 
They are inseparable. When you 
see one on the road; you see the 
other. Carmela is another Clara 
in background. However, Carmela 
likes Catechism. She likes her 
teacher. She likes to sing and she 
likes the songs she learns about 
God. Carmela likes to go to 
church. She likes to receive Holy 
Communion. 

When she was a very young 
girl, maybe seven years old, she 
studied Catechism for two weeks 
in the summer. She memorized 
many things — many big words 
which she could not understand 
... Many big ideas that were 
;much too advanced for her. 

Carmela Remembered 

Because she tried hard she pas- 
sed her test and was allowed to 
make her First Holy Communion. 
She was part of the class. She was 
accepted. Her mother bought her 
a lovely white dress, with lace and 
frills, and white gloves and stock- 
ings. She went to church for the 
first time the Sunday she made 
her First Holy Communion. It was 
wonderful. Everyone looked at her. 
Little girls dressed like angels held 
candles for her as she walked 
down the ailse. Carmela was a 
little queen for a morning. But it 
was the last time. 

She did not know that she 
should go every Sunday to Mass 
and receive God’s body and Blood 
often so her soul could grow and 
grow in His life and love. She 
did not know that God loved her, 
that He wanted her, little Car- 
mela, to love Him back. But she 
did remember how happy she was 
to be all dressed up and to have 
everyone look at her and say how 
pretty she was. 

Four years later the staff came 
to Balmorhea and began teaching 
Catechism. Carmela came one day 
—and she enjoyed herself. She 
came again ... and again. She 
learned about Mass. Now she 
could understand it. The ideas 
were made simple for her. No 
more big words, no more memoriz- 
ing. She came to Mass on Sunday 
and it came alive. 

The priest turned the altar to 
face the people and Carmela could 
see his actions .. . She watched 
the priest pour wine into the gold- 
en cup. She watched him raise 
the bread on a golden plate to 
God. She knew he was offering 
the bread because she had raised 
her arms, in the same way, in 
offering to her Heavenly Father 
in Catechism class. She knew that 
meant offering—giving. 

She Hears About Love 
Carmela talked to Clara. She 
told her about Mass—about Holy 
Communion — about catechism 
class. Clara was angry. She told 
Carmela not to go to Mass. She 
said, “You're not my friend if you 
go”. Carmela went anyway. And 
she begged Clara to come too. . 
so she could make her First Holy 
Communion — so she could know 
about God. 

Last week Clara went to class 
with Carmela . . who showed her 
where to sit and what to do. She 
went to Mass also, and followed 
Carmela as she sang the simple 
hymns and answered the prayers. 
She watched the priest put wine 
4 be cup and watched can offer 
With His grace, she may some 
day see that God is her Father, 
and that He loves her. 

As we look forward into Ad- 
vent and watch the calendar days 
and liturgy days go by, we see the 
awesome drama of God growing 


in young souls, 








How To 
Show Love 


By Terry Richaud 











Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon 
“Nobody lights a lamp and covers 
it with a basin or puts it under 
a bed.” These words of the par-| 
able, which I had meditated on at 
6.45 this morning, came bouncing | 
back this afternoon as the defi-| 
ant little seven year old Indian 
girl standing in St. Kate’s kitch-| 
en, threw the question at me. | 

“How come Our Blessed Moth-| 
er didn‘t pay attention when I 
asked her not to let Mommy and 


Daddy get drunk last time?” |: 


“Our Lady of the Yukon, please | 
fill my lamp so she will see its 
light”, I prayed! 

The child’s question had come) 
through a roundabout route. 

“If this is Mary’s house, where 
is Mary?”, had started it all. The 
girl was here in Maryhouse be-| 
cause her face was covered with 
scales and so far, the prescribed 
treatment had not been effective. 
All morning, this precious being 
had been running in and out of 
the kitchen and, in and out of 
my thoughts. Of course, some of 
my thoughts were negative! 

“Lily, close that fridge door im- 


mediately”. 


“Give Jimmy back his toy right 
away”. 

“Stop running 
house like that”’. 

“No, you can’t go outside at 


through the 
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of great value in this wo 


MOUNTAIN 


OUR OWN WHO’S 


all. The sun will only make your 
face worse.” 
“No you can’t go downtown”. 
On the ninth “you can’t do 


this”, something seemed to pull 


me out of the rut I was firmly 
digging into. Here was I, privileg- 
ed to be staff worker in Our 
Lady’s house in the Yukon, one 
who serves, and my serving was 
suspiciously beginning to sound 
like a tiresome, nagging, dull re- 
frain of don’t, can’ts and rigid 
rules! 

I peeled my last potato thought- 
fully. This child entrusted to our 
care in Maryhouse was already 
sharing the burdens of her 
people. Burdens which were her 
inheritance. Burdens so hea 
they made me tired to t 
about them. Burdens caused by 
greed, ignorance and selfishness 
.. by sin. Because of that burden 
I wanted to hold my “lamp” 
high for her and how was I doing 
it this morning? Not too well. I 
might do better if I rescued that 
lamp from under the basin. 

I knew that she was a child of 
God—through Baptism, that Love 
had placed her value beyond any 
price. But, would she ever know 
it? Could we, would we show her 
the face of Love, so that she 
might find Him through the mis- 
ery of poverty, dirt, drink and 
humiliation that is the lot of her 
people? I could lighten her burden 
or I could “pass on the other 


side.” Suppose I allowed Christ to 
show His love for her through me! 

I pulled the raisins down from 
the shelf and called out happily, 
“Oh, Lily, I need you! Will you 
|help me make some cookies for 
dinner?” 








HIKE 


By Mary Pennefather 


Our Lady of Whitehorse, Yukon: Last Sunday, with 
Father Gene Cullinane, Janet Hill, and Sean O’Callaghan, 
I went for a hike up the side of Grey Mountain which 
towers above our new home. We found lots of ice, especially 


coat of ice on a lake below us. 


As the path brought us higher we saw many little peaks 
and domes. The pointed peaks are young mountains, we 
learned, the others are old timers. They did not interfere with 
each other, but rather the opposite. They made a whole com- 
plete picture. I thought it was the plan of God for the 
souls of men. We are all different, yet we touch each other, 
manifest the Glory of God, and are parts of the same pic- 
ture, the same mosaic. We do not conflict in His divine heart. 


We returned to Our Lady of Whitehorse, glad we are 
privileged to be here in this home for the Indian Youth of 
the North. We returned with rosy cheeks, relaxed bodies, 
and with gold nuggets of peace, a new knowledge of God’s 
infinite beauty, and a renewed love for Him, hidden in the 


WHO 


Miss Frances Jean Capets was introduced to Madonna 


Summer School for young 


people during the summer of 1958. The following fall she 
returned to MH and received her staff worker cross on 


Before coming to Madonna House, Jean taught physical 
counseling, having majored in 
Teachers’ College, Slippery Rock, 


The above picture was taken in the library of Madonna 
House where Jean worked for sometime. She has since left 
Combermere for our newest foundation, Our Lady of White- 
horse, where she supervises the recreation of the Indian 
boys and girls. Her past expecionne and training will prove 

r 


. . her way of loving God. 
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LOVE LETTER 


(Continued from Page 1) 
paper, such tough paper. I have 
seen moccasin leather chewed by 
Lapland women to an incredible 
softness. But it wasn’t half so soft 
as the paper the hornets use for 
their home; nor was it half so du- 
rable. If I could make paper at 
all. I could never make ‘such a 
snug and lovely house of it. There 
were streaks of vivid red in that 
paper, Lord, and smears of gold 
and green and brown and white 
and lavender, and a hundred 
shades of gray, all blending pe - 
fectly. Solomon in all his glory 
never boasted such a splendid 
paper palace! 

I should have lived an unhappy, 
short, furious, frustrated, and 
busy life as a hornet or a bird; 
and I would probably have been 
clumsy and inept in either role. 
But I would have done Your will 
which I haven’t done as a man. 
Still, You love me more than all 
the hornets and_ sparrows that 
ever lived. And I love You so piti- 
fully little! 

The Open Door 

I wrote You, in the same easy 
way, without writing at all, about 
the slender tree that shook and 
writhed in. seeming agony one 
gusty October day, as its red leav- 
es dripped and fluttered to the 
red sumac and the red strawberry 
plants beneath it, and onto the 
thorns and the mases of red ber- 


ries in a little hawthorn at its| 
base. I thought of the lance that 


opened the door of Your Son’s 
heart—as a refuge for all sinners. 
And You reminded me that Your 
Son, had, a moment before, open- 
ed the door of heaven with the 
lance of His death. That door had 
never been opened before. It has 
never since then been closed. And 
it is the only door that leads to 
You—the door marked Death! 
But He was God; and it is im- 
possible for God to die. It was 
impossible also for You to deny 
Him anything. Each impossibil- 
ity cancelled the other. But then, 
God is anything cg ge to 
You? You gave Him the gift of 
life, through a Virgin Mother, that 
He might exchange it, in due time, 
for the gift of death—whereby He 
could enrich all generations and 
all time. He died, writhing and 
in pain—His blood falling like 
those red leaves—and in eternal 
triumph. 

I wrote you about the trees that 
had begun to bud, mistaking the 
unseasonable warmth for the 
about the pussy willow that 
thought it was going to have kit- 
tens; and about the seeds, with 
the gossamer clouds attached to 
them, that waited the chance to 
hitch-hike to a great adventure. I 
saw them in the dried dead body 
of a milkweed . The sun glint- 
ed on their lustrous wings as they 
waited for the wind to give them 
a lift; and my heart sang. Lord, 
even the smallest things reveal 
your shining love and glory! 

Beyond the Door 

The sun had cracked open the 
tomb of that old pod; and there 
was abundant and ecstatic life, 
waiting to rise in splendor! How 
many seeds did You pack into 
that tiny space? Two hundred? 
Five hundred? A _ thousand? I 
wish I had the patience to count 
them. 

I thought of the glory You 
must have seen when the great 
stone was rolled away from Your 
Son’s tomb—when all-conquering 
death became the humble servant 
girl of Life. And I thought of the 
glory you will see in these woods 
when the snow of Winter is mov- 
ed from the tomb of Autumn. . 
the tomb or the bedroom where 
she sleeps. 

I fondled the trunk of a poplar 
as I left the woods. Someday 
these mourning trees will be 
made into paper; and not by hor- 
nets either. They will become 
leaflets, pamphlets, newspapers, 
magazines, books. Lord, let me 
write Your name on every leaf 
manufactured from them. Let me 
write it on as many pages as there 
are leaves in the woods. Let me 
write; 

“Love God with, all your heart, 
with all your mind, with all your 
soul. Love Mary. Love Joseph. 
Love the saints and angels. Love 
the souls: in Purgatory. Love your 
neighbors, your relatives and 
friends. And love your enemies. 
Love and you will not fear; for 
love casts out all fear.” 

It is difficult to write You with 
words, Lord. But I must do so to 
tell the world how much You 
love us, how much You want our 
love. I shall keep writing so long 
as You wish. Let the winds of 
Your love sweep my words where 
You will. Perhaps they will cover 

_ the world, like the Autumn leaves, 
to make sure that Love and 
Truth will bloom again, with the 
resurrection of the violets and 


wild roses. 
I am not too worried about 


death; but I do wonder, now and 


then, how You will greet me when 
I have crossed the threshold of 
that door. If I did not know about 
Your mercy I should tremble at 
the thought. But even whelps 
like me are dear to You! Perhaps 
Your mother, Our Lady of Com- 
bermere, will escort me through 
that door! Then I shall have no 
fear at all. Goodbye now. I’ll be 
seeing You! Your Eddie. 





For 
Better Families 


By Shirley DeWitt 











We canot love what we do not 
know; but, as helps along the 
way, meeting people, sharing 
ideas with them, and attempting 
to communicate experiences and 
bits of wisdom, can and should 
bring us to a greater understand- 
ing and a greater love. 

The Regional Social Life Con- 
ference held recently in Peter- 
borough, Ontario, was such a 
meeting. Five of us from Madon- 
na House attended. Eight hun- 
dred or more lay people were 
present, with 11 bishops and 
many many priests. 

Holy Home, Happy Home 

It was wonderful to realize that 
the Church is concerned so des-| 
perately in the sanctity of the| 
Christian home. The theme of 
the conference was “the Christian 
Famly”, and we were asked to be| 
“discussion leaders.” The talks 
concentrated on the necessity of 
parents loving each other and 
letting their love spill over onto 
the children; on their looking at 
marriage as a vocation blessed by 
God; and as_ being obliged to 
serve Him faithfully. 

We rejoiced when the bishops 
spoke of the dignity of the mar- 
ried state, and of the powerful 
graces of the Sacrament of Matri- 
mony which would sustain hus- 
band and wife in all their efforts, 
in the education of the young 
ones, and in all the trials and 
tribulations they would encount- 
er. 

Pope Pius XII was quoted con- 
stantly. “The Church is entering 
a springtime.” It seemed to me 
that the Spring is close when the 
concern is so deep about family 
life, and meetings of this type are 
possible. 

We discovered there are no 
simple answers for the difficul- 
ties of establishing a true home 
today .. .nor to explain why fam- 
ily life seems to _ deterioriate. 
There are many factors involved. 
But the convention was concern- 
ed with bringing husbands and 
wives to the full realization and 
truth of their vocation, and with 
using every modern means to do 
so, especially working through 
parish organizations to bring in- 
struction, help, guidance, and 
strength to married couples, and 
to young people planning mar- 
riage. 

A Living Liturgy 

Long established Church 
groups were advised to shape their 
programs to include the needs of 
our modern life, to establish Mar- 
riage-Counseling clinics, meet- 
ings in which husbands and wives 
could deepen the realization of the 
sacredness of their vocation; and 
also to establish family prayer 
cusoms in the home—‘“a living 
liturgy wthin families.” 

One did not feel this was a 
“talking marathon”. We were not 
simply listening to learned lec- 
turers — to return home and 
settle down in the old ruts again. 
There was an expediency in the 
air. And there was also a realiza- 
tion in every mind that the 
strength of the Church, of our 
country, and of the world, lies in 
the home. Pius XII said, “To save 
society we must have Christian 
families.” 

As nuns and priests and lay 
apostles must be “men of prayer” 
in order to live their vocations of 
love, so too must married people 
be “men of prayer”. 

The price of Christ’s love for all 
of us is the cross. It is the daily 
acceptance of the little sufferings 
offered us, splinters of the Cross 
too minute to mention, that will 
redeem us. And, through em- 
bracing the sufferings of our days 
we will find the deep joy of true 
love, whether it be in the mar- 
riage state or not. 


Wreath 


Hang a wreath of holly 

on his tomb tonight; 

hang a wreath of holly 

though passers-by taunt, “Folly”: 
red for blood is bright, 

green for hope is light; 

hang a wreath of holly. 























FAMILY 
APOSTOLATE 


By Rev. John T. Callahan 











I recently read a book which 
proved -very beneficial for coun- 
seling in these days of stress and 
strain of emotions vs. intelligence, 
commonly called “tensions.” It is 
MASTER YOUR TENSIONS AND 
ENJOY LIVING AGAIN. It was 
written by Dr. George S. Steven- 
son (National and International 
Consultant, National Association 
for Mental Health) and Harry 
Milt, (Public Relations Director, 
National Association for Mental 
Health). It is publshed by Pren- 
tice-Hall, Inc., of Engelwood Cliffs, 
New Jersey. 

It contans much practical ad- 
vice and a very sane approach on 
how to avoid tension-building sit- 
uations. There are two chapters 
that are eminently practicable for 
parents, or for any adults. I found 
them so good I wrote the publish- 
ers and asked permission to re- 
print Chapters 13 and 14 verba- 
tim. The publishers graciously 
granted permission. 

CHAPTER 13 








—Raymond Roseliep 


“What Love For Your Children 
Can Do For You” 

“Children can be wonderful. 
But they can also be horrible. 

“They misbehave. They are 
cranky and vexatious. They are 
disobedient. They are messy and 
disorderly. They get into trouble. 
They’re selfish and greedy. They 
bicker and quarrel. They scream 
and rage. They’re sullen and 
moody. They’re mean and cruel. 

“But aren’t these unpleasant 
and disagreeable behavior traits 
the very same ones we have found 
to be associated with tensions in 
adults? 

“Children have tensions, too. 
They are faced by physical and 
psychological threats just the way 
adults are. And when that hap- 
pens, they too become tense, and 
they too become angry, suspicious, 
fearful, and hostile. 

“They’re human. They’re not 
little saints. And we should expect 
them to behave like humans, not 
like saints. That doesn’t mean 
that we have to like or condone 
unsocial and uncivil behavior. But 
we should understand that when 
children behave that way, it is 
not because they prefer to, but be- 
cause this is the only way they 
know to defend themselves from 
threat. We should help them to 
find more social and more civil 
ways to deal with threatening 
situations, just as we try to do 
for ourselves. We should help them 
to deal with their tensions, just 
as we deal with our own. 

For Your Own Sake Too 

“This isn’t going to make per- 
fect human beings out of them. 
Nor is it going to take all the 
trouble and worry out of them. 
But it is going to make them feel 
less threatened and more secure. 
It is going to help make them less 
troubled, and _ therefore - less 
troublesome. And the less trouble- 
some THEY are, the less threaten- 
ed and tense YOU, as their par- 
ents, will be. 

“In other words, you can make 
yourself less tense by helping 
your children to be less tense. And 
you can do that by providing 
them, to the extent that you can, 
with conditions that will make 
them more secure. 

“We could devote the rest of this 
book to a detailed discussion of 
every kind of problem a parent is 
apt to run into and suggestions 
on how to deal with them, But we 
don’t believe that a parent needs 
to be a travelling encyclopedia on 
child care. . 

We firmly believe that a funda- 
mental, sound attitude about 
children, and a knowledge of the 
basic things children need to make 
them feel secure and unthreaten- 
ed, can’help to eliminate many of 
the problems of child-rearing, and 
to reduce tensions for children and 
parents. 

“We will devote this chapter 
and the next to a discussion of 
the two basic emotional needs of 
children—love and discipline. 

The Most Important Thing 

In a Child’s Life 

“Children need love. If you’ve 
heard this a hundred times, then 
consider this the hundred and 
first, and know that even if you 
hear it ten thousand times more, 

ou still continue to 
hear it after that, because there is 
no more important principle in 
the life of all human. beings 
children or adults—than this one. 

“The importance of love in the 
lives of children has been recog- 
nized for many, many centuries. 
But it took a very dramatic ex- 
pent not too many years ago, 

prove that love is essential even 
for physical survival. 

“Dr. Rene Spitz, famed for his 
reseatch with children, made a 
study of a number of homes for 
foundlings. There—in every one 
of them—he found something 
which mystified him. Despite the 
fact that these children—ranging 


_— 





in age from infancy to four or 
five—were getting good food and 
good medical care, almost all of 
them were pale, weak, sickly, list- 
less, and dispirited. When he 
checked them for mental and 
physical growth, he found that 
they were far behind non-insti- 
tutionalized children of the same 
age. , 
“Then he looked into the case 
histories of these foundlings. Some 
of them, he learned, had never 
known a mother, from the very 
first days of life. Others had a 
mother for a few months or a 
year’ and then lost her through 
poverty, illness, or death. Some- 
thing very basic and ay ap 
was missing from the lives of 
these children, and that, Dr. Spitz 
conjectured, was love. So he decid- 
ed to find out, experimentally, 
what would happen if a little love 
were put back into their lives. 
The Magic of Love 

“He couldn’t bring back their 
mothers, but he could get the 
nurses and other attendants to 
act like mothers would—to pick 
up the children and fondle them, 
to coo and talk to them, to make 
a fuss dver them. And that is what 
he prescribed. 

“The first week or two nothing 
happened. But then a miracle be- 
gan to take place. The pale, list- 
less, sickly babies began to come 
alive. Color came into their cheeks. 
They began to cry and laugh and 
move around. They started to gain 
weight, to walk, to talk. They be- 
came playful and mischievous. 
But that was not all. When after 
several months the children were 
tested for physical and mental 
development, many of them had 
made very great gains. All of this 
had been accomplished with just 
a little love, even though admin- 
istered on an experimental basis. 

“From Dr. Spitz’s work and 
from thé work of many other 
scientists, we have learned that 
the need for love starts with the 
very first days of infancy and lasts 
not only throughout childhood 
but throughout life. It is particu- 
larly important in childhood be- 
cause that is when the founda- 
tions for future physical and emo- 
tional growth are being laid. 

“It has been found. in research 
as well as in real life, that a child 
can suffer pain, hunger, punish- 
ment, illness and come through it, 
so long as he knows he is loved. 
On the other hand, he can have 
every material advantage, never 
go hungry, experience little pain 
or punishment and. still suffer 
severe emotional and physical dis- 
turbances, if he is not loved.” 

I shall reprint further from 
these chapters in subsequent is- 
sues of RESTORATION. 





Dear Brother 
By 
Catherine de Hueck Doherty 











Dear Brother, I’ve been praying 
and thinking about those letters 
I promised to write you about the 
vocation of ‘Brothers’. 

It came to me that perhaps one 
of the greatest difficulties young 
people experience today, in under- 
standing the sublime vocation 
Mother Church needs so much 
and cherishes so well, lies in the 
fact that we have forgotten—and 
no one makes us remember—the 
immense dignity of manual labor. 

True, there are Brothers who 
do little of it. The “Teaching 
Brothers”. Of them perhaps I 
shall write another time. Right 
now I want to talk to you about 
the Brothers who work with their 
hands, as well as_ with their 
brains. For it takes brains to 
build a house, as well as brawn 
and sinew. It takes brains to 
make shoes and to bake bread and 
to cook and to be a tailor. It 
takes brains, trained brains, and 
much love and understanding of 
the immense dignity manual 
labor. 

Christ the Worker 

We are strange people, we mod- 
ern Catholics. We detest hard 
work, even though we know that 
Christ, for the greater part of His 
life, was A CARPENTER, A MAN- 
UAL LABORER. This fact alone, 
should make us reverence manual 
labor deeply. And it should make 
us search our hearts, in youth, to 
see if we can fulfill our vocation 
to love, by making our life a life 
of Nazareth . . . thus following in 
the footsteps of Christ, through 
manual labor. He will see to it 
that we will also follow Him 
through His Passion, unto His 
Resurrection . . . for that is the 
way all Christians, Lovers of God, 
must go. 

A great heresey has entered our 
era. We only know of work for 
profit. We have forgotten that 
work used to be for service. And 
service for our fellowmen was 
known to be, in truth, what it was 
... & fruit of caritas! 

Today we equate status. . 
and we are status-seekers—with 
the position we occupy in society, 
with the salary we receive, the 
house we live in, the car we 





drive, the clothes we wear, and 
the schools we went to. 

Today, few people go to school 
with the hunger of learning upon) y 
them. Today most go to school in 
the hunger of gain, with the fires 
of pen burning within their 
souls, 


He Was A Carpenter 

Knowledge has ceased to be a 
way to God .. and has become a 
way to mammon. Thus knowledge 
has prostituted itself. 

It is time, it is high-time, that 
in our schools we began to teach 
the theology of manual labor in 
full. For there is a great and 
beautiful body of learning that 
bespeaks of the highest status 
that exists—that of following in 
the footsteps of Christ, not only 
Christ the Teacher, Christ the 
Physician, Christ the Priest, but 
CHRIST THE CARPENTER. 

I think when this phase of 
teaching will be restored in our 
schools. . . and when it will be 
preached in our Churches... 
Brothers will have no difficulty in 
finding vocations. It is a long 
range program. But then it must 
be started. For ignorance of the 
fullness of truth is the greatest 
weapon the devil can use against 
vocations. 

Truth makes men free — and 
joyous. It takes the scales off 
their eyes. It shows them the im- 
mense vision of the whole that 
God has made for man to enjoy 
on earth. 

And a great part of that vision. 
of manual labor in the life of 
Christ, the salvation of men, and 
the expression of the vocation to 
love. 

Let us get busy, as best we may 
now — at dispelling the tragic 
ignorance about the role and dig- 
nity of manual labor . . . so that 
the Brothers of Christ the Car- 
5 le may multiply a hundred 
old. 


A Nun Writes To 
The Little Flower 


Dear Saint Therese: When one 
of the Sisters mentioned, during 
recreation last night, a letter 
written by a modern American au- 
thor to Charles Lamb (whom you 
must have met by this time, on 
that particularly. lovely street of 
Heaventown reserved for all 
Cyrenians who carry another’s 
cross and hide their tears with 
laughter.) I thought of you. I 
often do that, of course. Long ago, 
before the Church gave you the 
right to wear your halo publicly 
or answer to the title “Saint,” we 
were friends, and I had begged 
you to be all to me that you were 
to your novices in Lisieux. But I 
have never written you a letter, 
have I? 

Small need of that, I admit, and 
perhaps you are amused that I, 
who tumble my confidences into 
your rose-filled hands at any hour 
of the day or night, should pause 
for the formality of even such an 
informal letter as this. But you 
wrote out your poems and prayers 
to Our Lady, didn’t you? and that 
wasn’t necessary _either,; because 
she had read all those tributes in 
your heart, long before you com- 
mitted them to paper. So— 

Someday I should like to write 
a poem for HER, too—not like 
any of the limping verses I’ve 
pieced out for her before, but 
something glowing and exquisite. 
And then I shall write one for you, 
a little poem for a “little” saint, a 
sort of diminutive of Crashaw’s 
rapturous lines to the great Saint 
Teresa. 

Do you know Therese, that 
Lamb objected to being called 
“gentle”? That reminds me how 
you are misunderstood, too. 
Lamb’s friends saw only his 
abounding good humor, his wild, 
hilarious fun, his whimsies, and 
his exterior lovableness, all of 
which were masks for his soul. 
Don’t you sometimes wonder how 
your friends on earth saw only 
your merry smile, and never no- 
ticed the agony in your eyes? Even 
today they don’t realize—do they? 
—what price you paid for sancti- 
ty. They talk about your “little 
way” as though it were the easi- 
est walking possible. They paint 
you with your arms loaded with 
roses, and still do not compre- 
hend how you were torn by 
thorns. They make your victories 
childish instead of child-like. 
Won't they be surprised, when 
they join you in Heaven, to see 

















how at home you are in the com- 
pany of martyrs? 

But you (and Lamb!) are be- 
ond mere adjectives now. Per- 
haps next time you see him you 
would mention to him that folks 
are beginning to appreciate how 
strong and manly and fine Coler- 
idge’s “gentle Lamb” really was. 
As for you, Saint Therese, you are 
compensated a million times over, 
for any misunderstandings, by 
the vision of the host of “little” 
souls, who, you prophesied, 
would follow you along your seem- 
ingly easy way. They know, be- 
fore they have gone far, that it 
is a road dotted by hourly Calvar- 
ies. They know that the smiling 
little girl-saint who leads them 
found it just that, too. This gives 
them courage to go on. In that 
lies your reward. I must go to” 
class. Pray for me, please! Sister 
Marie Emmanuel. S.C. 


Our Daily Bread 


By Mary Dale 














Before I started my housework, 
I read the Gospel of the loaves and 
fishes. The gentle mercy of Jesus 
for the needs of the people was 
inspiring and somehow awesome. 
Yet, everyday we see miracles 
worked through the Providence 
of God and never notice them. 
Plant a seed and up comes a tree 
filled with fruit, plant a bean and 
up comes a plant filled with 
beans, plant a kernel of corn and 
up comes an abundance of corn, 
plant a grain of wheat and we 
have flour for our bread. Every- 
where in nature one sees abun- 
danc from a tiny start. And the 
wonderful thing is, that it will go 
on till the end of time. God has 
not denied us an abundance, but 
man has not used his intelligence 
to distribute ‘that abundance 
justly. 

I took yeast and soaked it for 
making whole wheat bread. About 
an hour later, I went back to 
punch down the dough. Then a 
miracle of God’s Providence 
struck me, and my heart skipped 
a beat. I have been baking bread 
for quite a while, but this was 
the only time I had this unique 
experience. It is difficult to ex- 
plain. It was as if the dough were 
alive, and holy! I was filled with 
a great joy and peace as I watch- 
ed it grow. A little yeast, a little 
salt, shortening, honey, milk and 
flour, and presto, seven beautiful 
loaves of bread! Could man with 
his so-called exalted intelligence, 
think of such a miracle to feed so 
many? . 

And as I meditated on bread, I 
thought of the greatest miracle of 
all, the one which started at the 
Last Supper and has come down 
through the years until this morn- 
ing when I received the Bread of 
Life into my soul, heart and body. 
God in His Wisdom has shown 
man that he is a creature, com- 
posed of body and soul. Eons ago 
He gave man bread for his body, 
but not until now, near the end 
of time, the fullness of time, has 
He come down from Heaven and 
given us, the privileged ones, His 
own Body, to nourish our souls. 
O my Jesus, my Jesus, how. infi- 
njte is Your Wisdom, and how fi- 
nite is our understanding! 


Liturgical 
Wheel Calendar 


for 1961 


chart designed by 
Ade Bethune. 
Shows the whole year at ene 
glance. 
Spaces to write in your own 
family days and anniversaries. 
For kitchen, living room or class 
room. 
Comes in a big white envelope. 
$1.00 ea. 
75c ea. in lots of 10 


50c ea. in lots of 50 


Patron Saints 
Plaques 


Ade’s favorite Saint Cards 
laminated by Pyraglass. 
Mounted on maple. 
Size about 4 x 6 in. 


$2.50 ea. 
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